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Yearning To Fit 


Author's Notes: 


| suppose it's fair to say | wrote half the prompt? Sorta? Because in a way its more about Justin finding his 
way into the band and his relationship with Danny. | actually know these guys IRL and | can only write their 
personalities in a way which is true to who they really are as | have witnessed (and there are a fair amount 
of accurate details herein), but this wish made me want to finally write another Tool fic (| say "another" 
because years ago | did write a ficlet about Justin's hero worship of Danny but fuck if | know what happened 
to it!) and | hope the requester enjoys it for what it is at the very least (as well as other people too). 


"Hey New Guy - did you know that you have to blow me now that you're in the band?" 


Justin swallows hard but at the same time, never has he wanted to do something so completely against what 
he thought was his nature as he does right now. Then again, simply joining the band had prompted a similar 
ambivalence in him. They were all out of his league, in every way. But bloody hell, he wanted to try to catch 


up anyway, 


"Oi - you lot are rough on the fresh meat. But if that's the terms." 


Danny cackles and opens another beer. "For once, someone agreeable! | mean, you still might have to, but for 
now I'll let it slide." 


Justin swallows again and tries not to think of sliding..on things.. 

JOE IK 

He had never been across the Pond and now he had landed in a sunwashed sprawling expanse, the brown hills 
something strange yet compelling to his admittedly foreign eyes, the ocean so blue. And then, to be greeted by 
a familiar giant as he exited the plane and entered the busy terminal, expecting that some harried management 
assistant would be holding up a sign with his name on it. Oh no, here was the literal embodiment of the Sun, 
just like he remembered. 

"Hey man!" Danny's smile was genuinely joyous and welcoming. 

Justin raised a hand in greeting, completely unnerved and yet also entirely pleased. 


"Danny, coo-eel Surely they could have sent someone with nothing better to do." 


"Nah, we're in it together now, man. You're gonna be stayin’ at the loft, after all, | can't let you go into that 


neighborhood on your own" 

"Worse than Brixton then?" 

Danny laughed and squeezed his shoulder in greeting. "Pretty much. Any more luggage?" 

"Yeah, one big piece besides this lot," Justin replied, gesturing at his guitar case and backpack. 

"Let's go get it then!" 

He hurried to keep up with that loping stride as it negotiated various hazards on the way to baggage claim. 
Justin still didn't quite believe any of this was happening. 

EE E E E E E WE E WE E E E E EE EEE Æ 

They didn't haze him, exactly, and as a public school boy he had experience in such things. They let him know 
that they had chosen him because they believed he was capable of their standards. Justin still wasn't certain 


on that score, but he wanted to believe what they did. Adam was intense but definitely not an asshole, as he'd 
heard whispered by others. 


"I know you think you know these parts, and | believe you, but you're gonna mess up. So we will just play them 
until you do. But we're gonna go all the way through each song. When you fuck up, because you will fuck up, 
just keep going. Do not stop. Okay?" 


Justin nodded. "Right" 


They were in the rehearsal space of Danny's loft, a tight fit, but mostly he was just agog at the giant magical 
sigil board behind the drumkit. He already knew Danny was into the occult but there was knowing it, and then 
having it stare him in the face. He wondered what it was meant to do, exactly. Danny had also told him the loft 


was inhabited by an imp which had refused to depart after a summoning ritual, but was largely harmless. 
ks he having it on with me? 


And now all he could see was the grin within that world of wood, metal and membranes, which then morphed 


into a frown of concentration as Adam nodded his head and switched on his pedals. 


But there was something..magical?.about the way they came together that first time, even as ragged as it 
sounded. Adam seemed to be pleased that Justin actually obeyed his edict, and the other realized that listening 
was the key to their overall chemistry. But neither of his new bandmates looked as though they regretted 
their decision and that left him shaking with relief. 


FEE EE E E E WE E E E AE E E OK OK EEE Æ 


Justin's introduction to Mexican food came courtesy of Danny and a visit to El Coyote Cafe, gravely informed 
by their dining companion - Danny's friend Blair who helped the band with the newsletters and the website 
they were getting ready to launch and who Danny introduced as "my main Frater" (whatever that meant) - 


that it was the site of Sharon Tate's last meal before she met her ignoble fate at the hands of the Manson 
Family. 


"Which maybe kinda sucks because it's cheap but it's not last meal-worthy," Danny noted with a hearty laugh. 


By now he realized that he loved Danny's sense of humor as it was similar to his own, macabre and sarcastic. 
Danny and Blair - equally sarcastic but he delivered every sentence in an odd deadpan sort of way - gave him 
the rundown on what it was like to be in a band with their now-legendary lead singer, which was quite a 
different thing than merely being acquainted with him, as Justin could certainly claim. When Peach had the 
opening slot on Tool's European tour they occasionally hung out with the others, but Maynard was usually off 
in his own world, though Justin had spied him on the side of the stage a few nights, studying them. Justin 
watched their show every night, from various vantage points, wondering what it was like to be that good. He 
thought maybe he'd find out some day. 


And now..revelation still might be forthcoming but it seemed as though he was on his way to having an inkling 


of those lofty heights. 


After placing their orders, and allowing Danny to order for him, while Blair had to state several times that he 


didn't want cheese or sour cream on anything - 


"Blair's got a severe aversion to dairy," Danny explained and Justin asked, "Like an allergy?" and Blair interjected, 
"Do you know what milk actually is?!" and Justin shrugged, not knowing how to respond. Danny waved this off 


with a grin and said, "Don't get him started, man, or we'll be here all night. Me, | fuckin’ love cheese!" 


Justin nodded. He was English, of course he loved cheese, though he quickly came to learn that the California 


version was something different. 


"You have to let Maynard get to know you. It's better to almost pretend he's not there sometimes. If you pay 
attention to him when he doesn't want it, he gets pissy. People say he's an asshole, and yeah, that's true 
sometimes. But the dude is so goddamn funny." 


"Maynard has exquisite taste in most things, and he makes a mean pasta Primavera," Blair added. 
"Oh, and you can't smoke around Maynard, he will lose his shit." 
Justin nodded, and wondered if he should be writing any of this down 


"| think you guys will get along just fine, he left this decision to us, mostly. Well, mostly Adam. But just don't, 
like, tell him how much you admire him n'shit, he'll probably clam the fuck up if you do that. Just be casual, 
like, ‘Hey dude." 


Blair smirked. "Perhaps a hearty ‘Well'ard, mate." 


Justin cracked up, because Blair's attempt at an English accent was terrible, but the joke was appreciated 


nonetheless. 


"Has a bit o LSD, does he?" he asked, not meaning to be mean-spirited, just wholly aware of typical band 
politics and personalities. Though to be honest, Tool conducted themselves more like a Hermetic Society than 


anything as prosaic as a rock band. 


His dining companions frowned for a moment, then Danny grinned again and chuckled. "Nah, not really? More like 
| think sometimes he doesn't want to be who he is." 


Justin nodded, though he didn't know if he really understood. Then again, he wasn't the one in the spotlight - 
and Adam had made it clear to him that was the philosophy. Mystery was their purpose, they wanted the 
music and the iconography to speak for them, through them. They were faceless, although to him, with a 
front row seat so to speak, it was fascinating to watch them create yet another dark and crushing 


masterwork. 


FEE EE E 5 E WE E E EE E E KE EEE Æ 


His introduction to His Nibs (as Justin had come to think of Maynard given the various advance warnings) was 
to marvel that when Maynard wasn't contorting his body or enhanced by dramatic lighting, he was just a 
diminutive guy who wore black-rimmed glasses and kept his head shaved. Someone you might pass on the 
street and take no notice of at all. He gave the new bassist a slight smile and nod when he showed up at 
rehearsal for run-throughs on the one song they had managed to complete since Justin's arrival, something 
which Adam and Damy referred to as "Half-Empty" although Maynard said he had shortened the title to just 
H" 


Adam and Maynard were the ones who clashed throughout, but not in a pissing contest sort of way, more 
that contention was their method of working, a continual push me-pull you dynamic. During a break where 
Justin went out to the parking lot for a cigarette, Danny emerged dribbling a basketball and offering a 
sympathetic vibe. 


"IFs fine, really," he commented unprompted. "If you ask both of them, they'll both say they started the band” 
"So what's the truth then?" Justin asked with a smirk. 

"Well, Adam had to agree to start the band, so it's really more his thing. But Maynard nagged him for, like, a 
year. | only joined because | felt sorry for them, y'know, my friends kept getting these fuckin’ drummers who 
flaked or couldn't play and finally | was, like, ‘I'll help you out, and then we just heard each other and knew it 
was right." 


Justin nodded. "Fuckin’ well right!" 


Danny grinned. “That's what | love about you, man, that no bullshit thing English people have. You're always 


gonna say what you mean. See, that's why we knew we couldn't have someone from LA. in this band." 

"And yet here you are," Justin quipped. 

"Ironic, huh? Yeah | love living here, | just wish everyone else didn't, y'know?" Danny laughed, and the sound of 
his voice, a deep yet somewhat nasally tone, that Corn Belt-meets-surfer/stoner twang, which was unlike any 
other voice he'd ever heard, was fully enthralling to Justin And now it was something he got to experience 


every day. Unbelievable! 


"C'mon, I'm not gonna stand around with my thumb up my ass, Carey," Maynard called out from the doorway 


to the loft. Danny laughed like it was the funniest thing he'd ever heard and pulled Justin to him in a side hug. 


"Welcome home, man," he said. 


FEE EE E E E WE E WE E AE E E OK OE EEK Æ 


Daylight invaded his brain like ground glass and Justin groaned, lifted his head slightly from black sheets and 


wondered - 

Black sheets? 

- why he'd drunk so much. Answer: because he could, of course. 

Black sheets, boyo, where the fuck did you end up? 

And because they had something to goddamn celebrate. The album was done, they were all entirely satisfied 
with the way it sounded, and then Maynard showed up at the management office with expensive wine and 
informed them that the advance orders totaled 50 thousand units. 


"What?!" Danny exclaimed, his face a landscape of dumbfounded amazement. 


"Well gentleman," the other dryly intoned, opening the wine and fastidiously pouring them each a glass, “at least 


we won't fucking starve now." 
They all raised their glasses with a loud fuck yeah! 


The rest of the day and night were awash in various alcoholic substances and that's all Justin could really 


remember. 


And now..wait, if there was light, why was it all black in here? He slowly turned over and looked around, 
realizing he was in Danny's bedroom, which was entirely black. And that was no exaggeration: walls, ceiling, 
carpet, curtains, bedding, furniture. Like a tomb. But that was Danny for you, it amused him to make the place 
where he slept like a factory for nightmares. 


So where was the light coming from? 

He saw the heavy velvet drapes had been opened, and a glaringly hot day was on the other side, what he could 
see of the hillside below which the view from the balcony provided If you stood in Danny's backyard at a 
certain spot you could just make out part of the Hollywood sign. The house had been his splurge once the first 
big royalty check had been cut. 


Justin shifted again and found himself looking up and up into his bandmate's grinning visage, standing next to 
the bed and looking down at the other with fond concern. 


"Chancellor - you alive in there, mate?" 


Justin groaned. He really shouldn't have tried to keep up with Danny, but his national pride was at stake, 
goddamn yal (as his bandmate might say, had said, did say with regularity). But Danny was a prodigious drinker, 


and Justin knew this from many instances during their work on the album. There were times when they had 
drunk till dawn, and scant hours later there was Danny, behind the kit, ready to roll once more, and he was 
seriously beginning to think the big man was truly a wizard ("I prefer the term magician" Danny had once 


informed him). 
"Why?" he croaked. "How?" 
"You fuckin’ passed out on me, ya Limey bastard!" Danny teased. "Don't you remember?" 


What? Oh wait..they had come up here, beers in hand, to enjoy a quiet moment away from the guests amassed 


downstairs, and Danny said he could smoke out on the balcony. And then.he had to fuck with him. 
"Did we -" 


Danny folded his arms against his chest and regarded Justin with a curious smirk. "You really don't remember, 


huh?" 


Oh, he did. For some drunken reason he had found it necessary to remind the other of what he had said 
earlier in the day. A certain ritual, perhaps, to finally prove his loyalty to the enterprise entire, but especially 
to the one who had been nothing but accepting, encouraging, and even, in his way, loving. But Justin considered 
that in the time they'd spent getting to know each other, Danny never said anything just to say it. If it was a 
joke, then it was apropos to the situation. If it was a threat, then the other person needed to understand the 
message and act accordingly. But fhis - what had this been, exactly? 


So he had drunkenly babbled about being willing to do so and then he had.passed out? Apparently. But Danny 
could have really fucked with him, he could have woken up naked and god knows what else. But he was clothed 


and no worse for wear save an aching head and some drool on the sheets. 
| know we didn't. But | would've." 
Danny's expression didn't change, continuing to train his focused brown gaze upon the other. 


"You know what's really weird? I've had dudes - like, dozens - tell me they wanna suck my dick And | know it's 
that thing, but | never - well okay, maybe if you'd gotten me fully wasted | would have said I'd suck Brufora's 
dick if he was into it - but | know that these guys wouldn't think of that except that | did something to them 
when they heard me play. And Broof did it to me, y'know? So it's like that, but Justin, man, our relationship 
has to be sacred, y'know? That was a litmus test, like, what does this person really mean to you, what will you 
do for them? | count on you to be there, to be in time and in tune and inside my fuckin’ skin if | need you to 


be. So are you?" 
Justin could only nod, awestruck by the gravity of what he was hearing. 


"Don't ever, and | mean ever, sell yourself too fuckin’ cheap, man. We refuse. We are entirely worth what 


we're asking for. Value yourself as the vessel for the magic we are creating. | do, | know that you are amazing 


and we speak a language all our own. No one can ever touch what you and | can do, right?" 

Another nod. And then.he had to fuck with him. It was only fair. 

"Are you ever gonna stop callin’ me New Guy?" 

Danny grinned, and then he did something which could have been construed as strange, but in the moment it 
felt entirely right and deep and meaningful. He leaned down, took Justin's face in his massive hands, and kissed 
him. A loving kiss, a gentle kiss, a trusting kiss. 

"Never. You know why?" 

"Why?" 

"Cause you ain't goin’ nowhere. You're stuck with me now." 


They each held their mutual intense stare for a few beats then sputtered with laughter. Danny howled, 
throwing his head back, the sunlight highlighting his dirty blond hair. 


"Chancellor, man," he remarked to an invisible audience, "he was gonna suck my dick, can you believe it?!" 
Justin continued to laugh but swallowed down the reply he fully meant: 


Maybe | still might one day, if you think Im worth it 


